



r 


mojl lamentable TrageSe 

Haft thou noLetters to ms from the Frier i 
CMm. 


■' ! 


No my good Lord. 


'Exit, 


Ro. No matter get thee gone, 

And hyrc thofe horfes,I le bs with thee ftraight. 

Well Itihet, I will he with thee to night: 

Lets fee for meanes.O mifchief e thou art fwift, 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men. 

X do remember an Appothacarie, 

And here abouts a dwells which late T noted? 

In tattred weeds with ouerwhelming biowes, 
Culling of fimples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his ncedie fhop a tortoyeshung. 

An allegater ftuft, and other skins ^ 

Of ill fhapte fifties, and about his ftielues, 

A bcggci ly account of cmptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftic (cedes, 
Kemnants ofpacktlned,and oldcakesof Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered,to make vp a ftiew. 

Noting this penury, to my felf e 1 faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is prefent death in cJPlantua, 

Here hues a CatifFe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but forerun my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember this fliould be the houfe, 

Being holy day , the beggers fhop is ftiut. 

What ho Appothccane. 

Appo. Who calls fo lowd? 

Korn. Come hither roan, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is for tie duckets, let me hauc 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding gcare. 

As will difpeatfe it felfe through all the veincs, 

That the lifc-wcarie-taker may fall dead. 

And that the Trunke may be difehargd of breath. 
As violently, as haftic powder fierd 


Doth 


Doth htirry from the fatall Canons wombe.' 

•Roti. Such mortall drugs I hauc,but Mantua* 

Is death to any he that vtters them. 

Ro, Art thou fo bare and full of wretchediiefle, 
And feareft to die, famine is in thy cheekes, 

Need and oppreftion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and be^gerie hangs vpon thy baicke: 

The world is not thy friendmor the worlds law, 

The world affbords no law to make thee rich : 

Then be not poore, but breake if and take this, 

Poti. My pouei tie, but not my will confents. 

Ro. I pray thy poueriie and not thy will. 

Poti. Put this in any liquid thingy ou will 
And drinke it oflf,and if yo u had the ftrengrh 
Oftwentie men,it would difpatch you ftraighf. 
jRtf.Therc is thy Gold, worfc poyfon to mens foulesj 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore copounds that thou maieft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none, 

Farewell, buy fbode,and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, go with me 
To Iuliets graue,for there muft I vfe thee. 

"Exeunt. 

Enter Trier John to Frier Lawrence. 
lob, Hely Francifcan Frier, brothcr,ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law. This fame fhould be the voyce of Frier Iehn f 
Welcome from CWantrta, what fay es Romeoi 
Or if his minde be writ.giue me his Letter. 

loh. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 
One&fourorderto aftotiateme, 

Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke , 

And finding him, the Searchers of the Townc 
Sufpefting that we both were in a houfe, 

Where the infectious peftilence did raigne. 

Scald vp the doores,ard would not let vs forth, 

So that my (peed toMantua there was ftaid. 
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